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The Beebees, enchanted with the free-
dom they enjoyed, amused themselves
with wreathing blossoms, which they
threw on my neck, and twined in their
own dark and glossy hair. Wearying of
this simple pastime,, they chatted playfully
together, adorned me with their jewels^
and then laughed heartily at my encum-
bered looks ; listened to the songs of a
slave, accompanying herself on the vina?
and then inhaled the smoke of richly-
adorned hookahs, whose delicately-scented
goracco was tempered by the finest rose
water. An oriental Boccaccio would have
been inspired, by the luxurious beauty of
the scene.

On returning to the Serai, I found the
Nuwaub's bird-catcher in waiting, to
make his salaam. His Highness patro-
nises all artistes of this description, and
delights in the exhibition of then-skill*
Fighting rams, buffaloes, and even exas-
perated birds, form the usual amusement of
this dissipated prince, before the closing in